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My fIrst cigarette of the morning 
was looking at you. 
The snow outside bothered you 
I pulled the blind down 
and you squinted tightly 
your eyes 
were vermilion then. 
Wrapped in a blanket 
your cocoon 
your treehouse 
your secret fort 
you dreamed on the couch. 
And again you are way over there 
and I just write about you. 
My juice is full of your pulp. 
Accurate globes 
are here with me 
and they collide 
in my eyes 
and they are bUe. 
I use all the wrong fingers to type this 
and you are laughing 
in the shadows 
and I lick them up 
in the mirror 
up there 
you float 
ten thousand leagues 
above me. 
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The monks really got to you 

didn't they? 

They made you think 

and they made you scared. 

I want to chain smoke you 

I want to visit you 

and look in you 

see your colors. 

I want to. 

Julie Purwin 
